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INTRODUCTION 


Y FRIEND Gilbert Holiday has been so very good as to ask me to write a brief 
foreword to his hunting sketches, If 1 do so, it is only because | can say, 
however clumsily, what he would prefer I did not say at all. 


At the tail end of last hunting season Mr. Holiday had the great misfortune to be brought 
down and rolled on by his horse over high timber, from the injuries of which he will 
long be an invalid. To most of us a calamity of that kind would mean total inactivity 
and depression. But although, as Mr. Jorrocks said, ‘A fall’s a hawful thing,” it is only 
physically “ hawful” according to your own spiritual resources. Cooped up in his bed 
Gilbert Holiday has continued his work without a pause and in great heart. He has 
never hunted harder, even though it is on paper instead of pigskin. He has never recalled 
the beauty of the English country scenes more hauntingly. Such sketches as these, drawn 
as they are from a tender and observant memory, are eloquent of something more than 
the superficialities of sport. They remind us that a new world is born when the leaf falls 
and the huntsman’s horn rings through the aisles of a November covert. But the spirit 
of fox-hunting is a deeper thing than that. It is of the soil and the wind and the rain— 
generously English in its background and kinship and kindliness. Whether they picture an 
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old groom, or a huntsman in the mist of a September morn, or a quick dart across 
country, or a lawn meet—these sketches are stories without words. And the tale they 
tell is the vanishing memories of the greatest national sport which has ever brought concord 
and goodwill to any land. 


Our artist has expressed some diffidence about his letter-press. I am sure he need 
not suffer a momentary qualm. It is as unaffected as such things ought to be. To be 
frank, | don’t think it greatly matters! 1 once wrote a book which Mr. Holiday illustrated, 
so I know. As the author I received my first dash of disillusion when the publisher asked 
if I could see my way to make more room for the pictures. The reviews were enthusiastic. 
They called the book “ Holiday at his very best.” Only my trusted friends mentioned 
me, and they said one and all, “ Dear old thing, you were lucky to get Gilbert Holiday— 
the drawings are topping.” And so once more it is the pictures which matter in the end. 
Study them and you will understand more about the spirit of fox-hunting than in a week 
with learned books. (But don’t let on you never realised that there is more in it than 
coffee-housing and arranging where to meet your car.) Hand the book to the younger 
generation on Christmas Day with that air of preternatural wisdom you know so well how 
to adopt. Say with your wonted solemnity, ‘ Here, my boy, is what we old buffers mean 
when we speak of the spirit of Fox-hunting” 

FREDERICK WATSON 
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A Note by the Artist 


In this little book I am hoping to meet a host of friends (hosts and friends and 
patrons combined in many cases, especially among the Gunners) on common ground. 
The sketches are compiled mostly from notes made during a check, or at the cover side 
on half sheets of notepaper, backs of envelopes, or anything that came handy out of my 
pocket if my horse would not stand still. The results were mostly objects of wonder 
and merriment with soldier friends—and | can’t blame them! But when memory begins 
to work on these hieroglyphics the mental picture comes back with the force almost of 
the real thing. In taking the present opportunity of putting a few of these impressions 
down in what is the handiest medium under the circumstances “for the sake of auld lang 
syne, | am hoping that auld acquaintance will not be forgot. 
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Out to Grass 


Back to Nature at her loveliest 
in the early summer months. Happy 
days under the sunny sky ruminating 
over past triumphs in the field and 
looking forward to more when back 
tendons have tightened up again. Back 
to a warm stable when the nights 
begin to get cold—feeding on the best 
and made much of. Not a bad life, 
as any sensible hunter will agree. 


Cubbing 


As to his readiness to do his 
job, look at the whole expression of 
him, as master and missis roll up even 
for an early morning cubbing meet, 
not to mention his joy at the sight of 
the hounds, and the prospect of a 
gallop with a nice lightweight up. 
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Getting Ready 


Missis has the finishing touches put to the hang of her skirt by old Patrick, who 
has looked after her since she was ‘so high,’ taught her to ride, etc., and lives for his 
horses and her. Were all fixed by the time hounds cast up through the mist to complete 
the picture. 
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“Coffeezhousing” 


“ Coffee-housing,’— sizing up other people’s new horses, etc., is rather the order 
of these early days, the field making a delightful moving picture as they meander about 
among the trees on the outskirts of the old Park. The Autumn glory is beginning to 
decorate the countryside, though perhaps not many foxcatchers have an eye for that sort 
of thing. 
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The Real Thing 


Now for the real thing! Master's eye on the whole outfit. We are hacking out 
to a nearby meet, so we go down to the stables and look round, and listen to old Pat's 
running commentary on the superiority of his charges over all other horses in the countryside, 
while he puts the finishing touches and does up the balancing strap of my lady's saddle, 
finishing with, ““Aye sorr, 'e’s a gay ’oss.” 
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At the Meet 


After a short hack ride by the gates 
and gaps, which are a bit poached and 
wet, we contrive to arrive reasonably clean 
and smart, and mingle with the crowd in 
front of the house. There is only just time 
to get at old Peter and snaffle a cherry 
brandy. There's Molly, talking to the hound 
she walked last year—that collar-bone has 
done her out of the meet at her own home. 
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“Getting Away!” 

‘ Forrard away!” That oft-quoted tag from Jorrocks about the Sport of Kings, the 
Image of War, etc. comes to mind with full force after the Field Master gives the word, 
and the light hearted brigade goes charging after hounds as our fox is viewed away from 
the first covert. “Steady, you old devil! There’s Diana Delacey’s new horse pulling like 
a train. Stop it! You won't be doing this by twelve o'clock if I know “the old customer !” 
There's Billy Bunkum going hell’s bells already in spite of all he cando. He'll be getting 
a dull eye from the Master before he’s gone another yard!” 
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“Tallyzho Back!” 


The smell of dank leaves and bracken: stately trees, and riders and horses seen 


through the fog of steam resulting from a smart fifteen minutes in the open. 


Hounds at 


fault in front —‘‘ Tally ho back! Hounds please!” Master's got ‘em well in hand, and 


he’s got a pretty good notion when to cast and old Sultan won't fail him! 


22 


23 ‘ 


Getting on with it 


Now were getting out of the ruck—the pace is thinning "em out! The roadsters, 
the gate and gap-ites and persistent refusers have left us a clear run. This is the point 
at which the youngster begins to give a notion what he can do, settling down to it, jumping 
collectedly and galloping as only a well bred ’un can. 
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In the First Flight 


In a ragged bit of country that takes some riding with a horse that won't turn his 
head away from anything. There she goes! Been haunting us ever since we got going, either 
giving or taking a lead over the bad places—real performers, both of them! Too many 
of these brave women about these days! Makes one nervous ! 
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Gone to Ground 


Gone to ground in a drain—good luck to him! A good hunt anyhow! Old David 
hard at it with his, “ Yoicks! Wind ‘im! Yoicks! Push ‘im up!” A breather for the 
horses. A bit early in the season for a gallop that length. They'll mark him to ground 
and well get home before dark—too late to draw next cover! Quite enough for the 
young ‘un anyhow. A good many stouter horses dropped out, I notice. 
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The End of the Day 


Having given of his best and enjoyed himself into the bargain, he has settled down 
to the measured cadence of grinding oats—his expression of self-satisfaction just out- 
weighing that of irritation at being watched at his meals. Not too tired to feed well— 
by Jove, he gave a good show! Never put a foot wrong! A spot of iodine in that 
overreach and he'll be none the worse for a long day. He does you credit, Jim ! 
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